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spite of domestic occupations. Her love for her children,
and at the same time her strictness with them, is shown in
the following instructive letter to her parents:

The children are well. They are two beauties. Oh, I often
feel as though they cannot be mine! It seems too much to be
true that they should be so healthy, when I am such a poor
thing! But it appears as if the Lord had ordered it so, while
many whom I know, who are far healthier and stronger than
ourselves, have delicate children. I sometimes think it is a
kind of reward to William for his honourable fidelity to me,
notwithstanding my delicate health and his many temptations
before we were married. I believe in a retributive Providence,
and often try to trace domestic misery to its source, which is
doubtless frequently to be found in the conduct of men towards
their early loves. God visits for such things in a variety of
ways. Bless the Lord, we are reaping no such fruits. The
curse of no stricken heart rests on our lot, or on our children.
But in peace and domestic happiness we "live and love to-
gether." * . .

Willie gets every day more lovable and engaging and affec-
tionate, lie manifests some very pleasing traits of character.
You would love to see him hug Baflington, and offer him a bit
of everything he has! He never manifests the slightest
jealousy or selfishness towards him, but on the contrary he
laughs and dances when he caresses baby, and when it cries
he is quite distressed. I have used him to bring me the foot-
stool when I nurse baby, and now he runs with it to me as
soon as he sees me take him up, without waiting to be asked,
a piece of thought fulness I seldom receive from older heads!
Bless him. I believe he will be a thoroughly noble lad, if I
can preserve him from all evil influences. The Lord help me!
I have had to whip him twice lately severely for disobedience,
and it has cost me some tears. But it has done him good,
and I am reaping the reward already of my self-sacrifice. The
Lord help me to be faithful and firm as a rock in the path
of duty towards my children!

The reader will understand the need for tears on
Mrs. Booth's part when he remembers that the disobedient
Bramwell was two years of age at the time of his whipping.

It was at Brighouse that Mrs. Booth was threatened
with a return of the spinal affliction which had condemned
her to bed and sofa in youth* She exclaims that but for
the children she would like to escape from her " trouble-
some, crazy body."

